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MY HEROINE.
BY EDWARD SPKNCER.

CHAPTER III.

I .ikall not dwell upon this period of Lizzie's
his: r\ nor seek to develop her unfortunate
ne si ledness. Those of us who have seen a

». .an like her in love, can understand it; it
wuiiid L<' vain to attempt to explain, or any
hot* to vindicate, her condition to others. She
was t > come out of it, purged and purified, and
that is enough for us to know.
Happily for her, the rapport of her soul with

< (sear's was at first sufficiently close and confidential.He wrote often, and fondly, and he
»:a among her friends. lie studied law with
he. 'ad legal agent, he boarded with some of
her acquaintances, and he visited where she
wa known. It would have been easy for her
to have gone to the city, and to have been near

him; but, much as she longed to do so, there
an invincible something that held her back,

il. must not think she was afraid to trust
him, or wished to watch him. And now that

v., I s rlaiirte, it would be improper for
,; any longer to play the part of elder sister.

-.he would wait patiently; and bo she did,
.. iug his letters to her bosom, and dreaming

of him each night.
Poor I.izzie! the end was not far off. Only
eould have met it as she did.

The year was near its close. He was studymostassiduously, he wrote, aud would
.;,an y.a -i his examinations. Was that the

n 'Tie had not heard from him during this
,-r tortnight ? et, at college he had never

1 to writo regularly, no matter how busy
h might Vie. it was strauge, and her mental

at.on di?posed her to attach a wondrous
; giufit mee to c\ervthing like a sign or porWasthere not something gradually
counag between thein.some subtle veil, that,
!.: < u it was, seemed to mark a concealment,
to forerun a reserve ? She thought she could
detect it in his more recent letters; and what
(mn, what agony, the fancy gave her! In this
-: r;T t.p bad written him a letter.the third r»n»

unanswered.full of a gentle jet touching t
tone of reproof.and with the letter unfolded in 1

her desk, had gone to bed, and cried herself to

sleep. Now, at breakfast, she had sat, alto- !
»yther unheeding the lecturings of Mrs. Prynn, :
h v waiting the return of Tom, who was gone

to the post office. He has come, but no letters, \
onlv one from Mr. , her lawyer. She is
ready to sink down in despair; but perhaps
Mr. may have some news for her, from
Oscar.

*' Stop, Tom ; run down to the stage office,
and engage a seat for me to the city, in the
two o'clock line. Quick! and come back soon.

c

Mrs. Prynn, have my clothes been ironed?"
"Yes, Lizzie; hut what is the matter?" J
" Oscar is very ill, and has nobody to nurse ,

him. Think of it! ill with the small pox, and
no one will go near him but the doctor and an ^old negru!"'
She hurst into wild tears for a moment, but ,

dried them long before Mrs. Prynn did hers.
It wa surprising what a stern look our Lizzie
f: »» i»a «kar nron»r«tinti, fjnr ®

departure. Old Tom, lazy enough usually, f
danced most assiduous attendance upon her, and g
Mrs. Prynn did not dare to pity her, in words,
much as she desired to do so. Only once, she
timid!v asked permission to go with Lizzie,

i ^ 1 r- * «Ln* «Ka linsl kn/1 Vir* rlioooao F
} ruling me im i iu»i sue unu uok v.

and knew a great deal about nursing; but
L izie eu'-tlv told her there was no need, and

tnust r.ma n at houie to take care of the
house.

At two o'clock, off, and at breakfast time the
i.'At morning Lizzie alighted in the city, at
the door of Oscar's boarding-house.

A man of forty years, gray and serious,
:> ind the door, and looked inquiringly towardsher.

< .->:ir!" he gapped, and could say no

more.
'

" You niuit not see him you will contract
the disease."
She pushed pa-it him without a word, and

» it« red the house. He went after her, led her
th»- parlor, placed her in a seat, and raised

thi blinds. ' Why do you want to see Oscar.
Is your name Linda ?"
" I come to nurse him."
" i;: : >od time," said the man, with some

a; m, "since everyone has left the house,
Aunt Chloe and your humble servaut, who

him hi physician, Dr. Larsb, at your service,
Who are to*?"

"1 am his sister. Where is he ? I must
see him."

". moment. His sister? Your name is
not Linda, then ?" 1

No, it is Lizzie," said she, impatiently.
" V. ill you show me to his room ?"]

You shall see him. You are uot afraid of
the disease, then ? "

" He is my brother."
*' W ait here, and compose yourself. y ou

are a brave little womau. Miss Lizzie.but you
mus' prepare to be terribly shocked."

" I am ready, I tell you." '

"Come with me, then," said he, offering his
arm. >.

Poor Lizzie 1 In a darkened room, fanned
p-iid sothered by a wrinkled old negro woman, lay
what little remained of the Oscar she loved.
trown, swollen, blind, and raving in the maddestdelirium. Yet bhe did not shrink. The

ber (ioneiv, ana saw tnai sne grew
a httle pale.nothing more.

* He will not die?" she whispered.
" 1 he crisis comes to-night," was the response.
he laid ( <T her bonnet and shawl, passed her

hind once across her hair to smooth it, and approachthe bed. As she did so, Aunt Chloe
ro*e troin her chair, surrendering it without
question. Lizzie bent over and kissed the lips
o! 'he sick man. Had she not heard his voice,
tliir^ was nothing to remind her that this was

Jsear. Yes.bis watch ticked over the mantel
lroui a case she had made l'or him.

" L.^zie!" shrieked he, beating his sore and
swollen hands about feebly, " Lizzie ! "

" 1 am here, Oscar," said she, kissing him
again.

" Not Lizzie," shrieked he, yet more loudly,
" not L z/.ie, but Linda. Kiss me, Linda. You
are in Abraham's bosom.kiss me, I need to
be cooled.
She kissed him again. u Oh, Linda. Lizzie

is good, very good, like the angels ; but I
love you 1 "

" Strange that his words should affect you
more thau the sight of him," said Dr. Larsh,
going near her. " Y ou must not faint. I forbidthat. And I am going to send you away
from here. I thought you were his sister ? '

His words were halt sad, half bitter.
Lizzie, pale as death, thunder-smitten, was

yet able to raise her head under the Doctor's
taunts. She looked at him for a moment quietly,and then said:

" V»'hy torture me with more than there is
need ? Is not thix enough ? " pointing to the
bed. " Now at least I am doubly his sister,"

" Pardon me," cried the Doctor, seizing her
band, " Y'ou are doubly a heroine, and you shall
uurse hiin with me. I can save his face, too, I
think. Miss Lizzie "

" Save his life," said she, with emphasis.44 Ah," said he. with a little humor, " that
taay be your sole concern, but I do not think
be would forgive me for letting escape anychance to save his beauty also.that is proof^"added he, as the sick man again called uponLinda.
Morning went by, noon, afternoon, evening.aigbt came, and eull Lizzie nod Dr, Larsh and

L
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Aunt Chloe watched by the tick man's bed. At
last, the Doctor, who had been peering with
keen eyes into the face of Oscar, as he tossed,
seized Lizzie's hand, and placed it gently upon
the pustule-ribbed brow.
"Your touch is more delieate than mine.

il( tPfl it Ipp] ''_______
" Moist ? Yes ! Tell The.is he
u Yes.tared. Keep your hand there still.

vou can pray after a while," added he."it does
him gooa, you see, though heudoes take ycu for
Bomebody who is unworthy to unlatch your
shoes."
Murmuring, tossing less ami less by degrees,

the sick man soon became <juiet, and sank
away into a deep sleep, without any remnant
r\f (awaw Am k /N.i d mnrn n nrl tka I InoLir t Arvlr

Lizzie by the arm.
" Come," said he, " it's all fight now, and

yon must take some rest. Go with her, Aunt
Chloe. 8he can sleep upon the lounge in the
parlor, and you can lie on the HoOr beside her.
Go, both of you, and take some rest, I will
watch here." And, with gentle force, he dismissedLizzie from the bed-room."
When our heroine woke, it was bright day,

and Aunt Chloe had gone. Soon Lizzie heard
her come in, however, and, when she found lier
awake, promised her break fast, right speedily.
Not that she could eat much when it came, for
she had lost her appetite, and was, oh, so faint,
and weary, and desolate! She was still sitting
at the little table, toying with a eup of tea and
a piece of toast, when the front door-bell rung,
and she heard Aunt Chloe walk along the pas-
iage way and open it noiselessly. Soon she
?.ame in and whispered Lizzie 1
" Honey, dare a lady out dar come to see Mr.

Malmstedt, and how he is.werry anxious to
know, I reckon. She'm a pretty chile ; apos'n
[ ax her in to you, and git yc<u to tell her all
about him ? "

" Y$s, show her in, Aunt C^lpe." 1

A young lady entered the parlor, and, lifting '

ber veil, revealed to Lizzie thin face of a most J
ovely girl, of about eighteen yews. It needed
aot a second glance to make Lizzie sigh.
" I wish to see Mr. Malmstedtj" she began, in

a low, tremulous voice; " I have only just J
earned how ill he is, and I mps^see him."
" Do you know what is fhr- matter with

lim.how much it would peril t^at pretty face
for you to enter his room ? " a&ked Lizzie, very
solalr. 1
" I must see him; I am not afraid."
"You cannot see him, child j he has justfallen asleep, and must not be disturbed."
" He sleeps! " cried she, joyfully ; " then he

s better.on I say he is better."
" Yes, he is better.will get will if not dis ^

;urbed." »
" I will make no noise I will move like 5

histle down. Oh 1 pray let me onto see him ; do '

tot be cruel."
" Cruel ? Who are you that wish to see

lim ? What right have you to peril your beauty '
or the sake of being shockea \rr such a disressingsight ? Do you expect to%e his smooth
heeks, his lovely hair, his sweiit blue eyes ? 1

IVhoareyou?" - ?
'

1
b r J. z A i* . t m t

i uo iioi warn nirn 10 Know- t couie «
" Your name ia Linda? " xat
"Has he expected me?" .J^ld she, with J

remulous eagerness. ,1
"Expected you? Why should he? What *

laim has he upon you ? "
" I may retort that question upon you, Jnadam," said the £irl, with some dignity;
who are you ? Are you his nurse ? 1 have

leard that he was neglected.deserted."
" You seem to know Oscar. Did you ever h

lear him speak of me.of Lizzie ?"
" His sister! Oh, surely you will let me see

lira !"
"Sister? Yes, so he used to call me, but 1

dao.his betrothed." 6
" «.. a nu » 7. "

echanic&lly, and the girl looked at Lizzie wu..

i piteous bewilderment. But Lizzie had no
N

>ity then; she was wounded too deeply.
" Yes, his betrothed. He is my brother sim- jily by courtesy ?" Did he never tell you

f "

" No, he never told rue that," repented the
jirl's voice, and she dropped her veil down j
igain over her face. Lizzie saw how her hand
.rembled.
" I am glad you are here to take care of Mr. '

Vialmstedt," added the visiter, in a low, far off",
;remulous tone. " I came to see how he was,
aearing that he was not properly cared tor, be- ''

ause he is an honored friend of mine.'' She
paused, turned towards the door, and then, with '

\ quick step, came close up to Lizzie. "Spare
me,"' she murmured. " You wjll be happv with
bim ; spare me;" and, ere Lizzie could say a

word, she was gone. As the front door closed
heavily, Lizzie, who stood fixyd in the centre
of the floor, as she had been left, heard a step
behind ner, and turning, saw the Doctor. He
placed himself face to face with her, and said,
with a harsh, ringing sneer: ,?I have taken the
liberty of playing eaves dropper, madam ; and
this scene you have just taken part in must be
accepted, I suppose, as a fair specimen of that
great, unbounded, universal charity, which I
have so often heard the enthusiastic young fool
up-stairs claim for you."'

Lizzie looked at him fiercely. " Man," said
she, "you do not know of what you are speaking.Your anatomy reaches no deeper than
the body. I am thirty years old, sir. Will your
medicines be able to supply me with a new

heart ? "
His look changed into one of tender sympathy." I *lso know a little of' shipwreck, Lizzie.butI was more reasonable than you.I

visited my scorn upon the one who deserved it.
Let him go his ways, he is unworthy of you.
but do not tear that child's heart.she sails in
the same craft with you . be not cruel."

" "fis false 1 Mie lies ! He is true. Do I
not know him? Have I not held his head h'rc,
and seen his soul ? Tell me not. She lies."

" My dear Lizzie, I know Gscar too well to
accuse him of wilful trifling with the feelings of
any one ; but would a modest woman have come
here as Linda has, unless she loved him?"

u Who would not love him, Dr. Larsh ?
Hush.I will not hear you.you shall not rob
me of my life;" and, turning away, she went

rapidly up the stairs, into Oscar's room.

On the second day, when he awoke and turned,calling feebly for water, she was by, and
gave it to bim, laying her soft hand upon his
forehead.
"Who is it?" asked he, trying to catch her

hand.
" It is 11 Oscar.your sister'.your Lizzie."
He groaned, " my God, my God!" and turned

his face to the wall, refusing W) speak with her.
That night, Aunt Chloe pht Lizzie to bed,

shivering, and, when the Dpctor came next
morning, he only said :

" As I expected. Anothercase. You must
keep up, Chioe, for it will go hard with her, and
we can t afford to lose her yet."

" No, honey, she's one of de Lord's vessels."
After that, came a long blt^k over Lizzie's

recollections.a long, long hjank; and when
she returned to herself, u w*s entirely dark.
She tried to raise her bandaged arms to her
face, but could not. As she stirred, however,
she heard a step across the floor, and Aunt
Chloe wept over her, crooning and petting her,
and, it seemed to Lizzie, condemning herself.
Then there was another step, and she recognisedDr. Larsh's deep but pleasant tones.
" You have had a dangeroift time of it, Lizzie,but we will soon make you well now."
" And Oscar ".
u Is getting about handsomely. He wishes

very much to see you.shall I' tell him to come

up?" .
<

" 8top.you are very kind.is he well ? No
marks ? " ;
" There will be scarcely any, Lizzie.thanks

to you." Was there not a faltering, a tremor

in his voice. :

She reached out her hand. " Take hold of it
a moment," said she; " tell » e true.you are

my friend.tell me true, Dr. Sarah. How is it
with me ? "

" Alas, Lizzie I" Aunt Chloe wailed loudly.
" Silence. I am.am.my sight is gone, is

it not?"
" Go down and bring up Mrss Lizzie's soup,

Chloe, Not entirely, dear Lottie.ibauk Godl
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wash:

I feared that would be the end, but you will
only lose one eye. Console yourself."One eye.one-half of the best gift God had
given her.and all the rest marred. She gentlypressed his hand.

" I can bear it," said she, with a little shudder;
" and my face, it is badly marked ? "

" Yon are brave enough not to need beauty,Lizzie.yes, it will be badly marked. The
old woman was tired out by long watching, andfell asleep.when 1 came in the morning, it was
too late to be remedied. You had torn off the
bandages in your delirium. I ought not to
have left you, but I had to see a patient who
was very ill."
Again she pressed his hand. "You did

rightly, and I thank you for it, and I can bear
it.'' She laid silent for a little while.

Shall I bid Oscar to come up ? "

" Stay a moment.wait until I see the old
woman.and you must remain while he is
here," whispered Bhe.
Aunt Chloe came bustling into the room with

her best make of beef tea. " Come here, Aunt
Chloe," said Lizzie, holdiug out her hand.
u The Doctor has been telling me what a faithfulnursu you have been, and that it is none of
your fault I am to be afflicted ; and you and I
know, Aunt Chloe, that it could not have been,if God bad not willed it so."

Dr. Larsh agreed with the old woman'a
" You'm an angel, you is."

" Ask him up, now, Doctor, please?"He came; he flung himself upon his knees at
the bedside, completely unmanned, and weepingaloud :

" Oh Lizzie, this for me.all this for me!
Wretch that I am, why did I not die first? "

" Because there is a work for yon to do, Oscar,
my brother," said she, pleasantly, and placingher hand upon his bead. " All this for you.yes,brother, and much more would not be enough. I
io not see you.will you let me touch you?" add»dshe, gently. " Alas, all the lovely curls are
gone, but the face is soft, and the eyes are blue
as ever.are they not, Doctor ? "

" Sub pondere crescit" murmured Dr. Larsh,
thinking of quite another matter than the subjectof her question, " and go you down stairs,
Malmstedt, tor you are getting pale." After he
was gone, the Doctor took the spoon from Aunt
Chloe's hand, and began to feed his patient,who did not show much appetite, and sighed
ance or twice, very heavily.

' Confound it all, I say," grdwled the Doctor.
1 WJiat is the matter? Have you burned yourSogers with the soup ?"
He laughed a harsh and strident laugh.
" I wish," said he, " I wish you would let me

siss you, 1 am not afraid to soil my lips upon
pours ;" and the Doctor muttered the rest of the
iciitence, unintelligibly, through his clenched
£eth. Lizzie sighed again, for she had kissed
3scar.and yet she had not had the disease.
iVas she more loathsome to look at than he
tad beeu ?

41 Perhaps he did not wish to
41 The devil 1" growled Larsh . 44 don't be

'oolish.you cau't make out a case for him,md you will only drive me into positively unjentlemanlyconduct in your presence, if youjroceed. I think, moreover," added he, 44 that
rou stood in your own light very much when
rou sent that school girl home with a ilea in
ler ear."

I did very wrong j. but that can be remelied,said she, gently. "Will you explain
low 1 stood in my own light ?"

* How ! laughed he, in that harsh, bitter
vay, "how ! why you might have hacLme. I
mi no fool! "

She put out her hand towards him, she made
lim place his in it, and said, oh, so earnesttly :
" i\ly friend, my dear friend, because I have

nade such a grave mistake is no reason you.houid do so likewise. Never I "
He said, in a changed tone, after he had

"ou","*i^z£fe; v,snd fae.9 .roiRjiV>^."Hod..^iess
ver : " You are right.let it pass.I underitand1 " Then he was silent for a little while
onger. " Anyhow, I will have my kiss, dear
Lizzie, a kiss of parting .after this we shall
je.friends! " She felt bis lips passionately
ouch hers, and a hot tear fell upon her cheek.
' Friends! ' he cried agarti, and the next initantshe heard his strident laugh outside the
lour, upon the stuirs.

The mighty warrior, Charlemagne, once wrote
a Latin hymn, some verses of which would have
re-echoed in the heart of our Lizzie at this period
jt darkness. For how else could she have "conquereda peace," if not by praying, with the ironirownedpoet:

' lnfirmu nostri eorpori*
Viriute firmans peipeu
Moslem repelle* longius
Pscemqu'' done* protuius
Ductore sic te prae*io,
Vitemus omne noxium "

So she prayed, and so it happened. She was

enabled to endure the infirmities of the body ;
the enemy did flee, peace came to her soul
like a dove from on high, and she was able to
know and to follow the path meet for her pursuit.
Not without a struggle, of course ; but now

the struggle is over, she has conquered, and
feels that " all is well." Some weeks have gone
by, and she is now the occupant of a pleasant
room in the house of Mr. , her man of
business, and her friend. Still weak, but improvingrapidly ; already she has taken one or

two rides in a close carriage, though her eyes
are still extremely painful. She has a green
shade over them, and keeps a handkerchief
wrapped close about her seamed and purple
face. After a while, the Doctor tells her, this
unnatural color will go awav, though the seams

will not, and her complexion w ill be very pale ;
even for so much she is very thankful. Oscar
does not come very often, and his visits are

brief and hurried. But she sees that he is agitated,grief-stricken, full of remorse ; that he
dreads her, and shrinks from her presence, as

if he were a murderer at his victim's corpse,
and she pities him, rather than condemns. But
Doctor Larsh visits her every day, and is her
chief friend. She knows his worth, and it is
wonderful to see how she smoothes his asperities,and tones him into softness, without at all
permitting him to hope that he can ever become
more.without suffering him to make himself
miserable with a delusion so fond. She has
tamed him, without using fetters.

To-day she feels better than usual, and has
dispensed with the pillows in her arm-chair.
Mr. 's daughter has been reading to her
from a very pleasant book, and she rests her
head against the back of the chair, closes her
eyes, and gives way to thought. The child
steals noiseless out, and hushes the house with
the information that "Aunt Lizzie" is taking
a uap, and must not be disturbed. Soon, however,there comes a hurried, unsteady step along
the pas ;age.a quick, nervous rap at her door.
and she says, gently :

" Come in, Oscar ".yet the step is not like
his old one, when he lived with her at the farmhouse.He enters, and flings himself into a

chair. She sees that he is very pale, that his
hand shakes, that his eye is distraught, his lip
quivering:

" You are not well, Oscar.you do not take
care of yourself.you will be ill again, my
brother, and there will be no Lizzie to nurse

you."
" If I were dead, there would be no Lizzie to

curse me," said he, bitterly. "Why do you call
me brother, Lizzie ? I want you to call me by
a dearer name. Lizzie, you must be my wife.
soon.I need you.your kind aid and presence
alone can save me from myself. When will you
let me call you wife?"

" Oscar," said she, softly.her voice did not
falter, and he could not see her face. " Oscar,
of winter evenings at home, you used sometimesto sit at my feet, and rest your head
against may lap, so that 1 could run my fingers
through your hair, while I read or talked to

you. Will you do so once more, while I talk to

you now ? I have much to say. There.now
look out the window at the yellow leaves of that
tree across the street, and I will tell you when
you shall claim your wife. My dear Oscar, I
need not tell you how much I love you, nor

need I say that I honestly believe I possess
your love.' But, have we not permitted ourselves

[ATI(
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to be mistaken in the quality, the character,
of that love ? Are we not better fitted.ought
we not rather remain as we are, dear brother
and sister, than tempt fortune as husband and
wife ? Think."
u No, no, Lizzie," cried he, passionately *, " I

will not think.I will not recede.my wife,
Lizzie, my wife, and then I am saved, forever."

" Ah, Oscar, when I came from the country,
and entered your room, where you were tossing
with the brain-burning fever, 1 put my lips to
yours, and kissed you, and you murmured a

name.eh, so softly, so fondly, so passionately,
Oscar.a name that began with L, but was
not Lizzie. I have never heard you use my
name so fondly, so tenderly, so passionately,
Oscar."
Her gentleness was like an arrow to his soul.
" Let rae have yoar hand, Lizzie.put it in

mine.there. Now I know that you will not curse
me. Oh, Lizzie, darling, I am indeed unworthy
to claim you. My illness was timely, dearest.
a little while longer, and I should have had to
cut my throat for very shame at my ingratitude.
I have had a dream.a wild, mad, thrice-aceursednightmare of a dream.dear Lizzie; but
it is over now. I am awake, and I shall never
dream again, until I can pillow my head here,
and dream of and for you, my love."

Poor Lizzie.who shall wonder that for a
moment she faltered ? But it was only for a
moment. " You shall dream again, Oscar.of
me if you will, and the dream will be bright
enough, that I warrant."
" \ ou can forgive me! Oh, Lizzie, I do not

deserve such love."
" I have nothing to forgive.perhaps I also

have dreamed, Oscar, who knows ? Now I am
tired.we will talk no more of it. You must

Set into the stage this afternoon, and pay poor
Irs. Prynn a visit. She will be very glad to

see you, and to have news of me.the good
soul.and the country air will do you good.This day week come to me, here, at this hour,
and you shall have your bride, Oscar.no, not
a word more.I am tired.go now and remember.thisday one week. Go."

" Will you not kiss me before I go, dearest
Lizzie ? There is a blessing to me in the touch
of your lips, as great a one as Jacob found in
the hands of his father Isaac."
She bent over and kissed him on the lips and

on the forehead, and, as he was about to rise,
she bent her head once more, and touched her
lips almost convulsively to his. Go now ! "
said she, quickly. lie did not know that those
kisses were for the last time, but the knew it,
and felt it. Was she not strong, this woman?
Was she not great, noble? Am I not right in
calling her definitely, My Heroine? Yet who
of us all, dear readers, who of us all, who have
moved at all in life, but has met with some one
woman, equally great, equally strong, noble,
heroic, with Lizzie? Let us thank God for
them, dear readers, for, in the night, we onlyknow that there is a heaven above us by the
pure stars that shine out to us from its besom!
Two or three days afterwards, Dr. Larsh, i

who seemed to be our Lizzie's confidant, came 1

to her, and announced that he was ready to pay i
u that" visit with her. j

" Did you see her ? " asked Lizzie.
" Aye.she is in bed. I gave her a hint or 1

two, and the poor child, who was in a bad enough ]
«o) uciuic, ii«^ iiau o uuacu iitsrvuuJi cnius 1

since then, i suppose. Pity you couldn't take i

her in hand for a while," added he, feeling her J
pulse.
"Can I not?" asked she, whh a smile.

Come; I know the cure; it is wrong to withholdit."
So Dr. Larsh carefully packed her away in

a coach, and rode off with her, to pay " that
visit."
Four or live hours afterwards he brought her

back, looking extremely faint and weak and
weary, yet smiling bravely withal. Larsh alwaysaverred that there was a genuine and palpable ]
lures of the saints, when sne returrteu nvmi i«r«v

visit. However that may be, her saintliness
was not contagious. Mrs. declared that
the Doctor behaved most outrageously on that
afternoon. He scolded everybody, high and 1
low, insisted on seeing Lizzie put to bed right <

away, cuffed a servant girl, told Mrs. she 1
was " nothing but an old granny,' and avouched 1
that Mr. Oscar Erik Malmstedt was nothing i

more nor less than a " lousy beggar, not worth t

his salt! " These heresies and rudenesses, while
they shocked Mrs. , failed of their usual 1
effect in making Lizzie smile, and that seemed
to aggravate him terribly. She lay iri bed, >

weak, faint, white-.and it was loug before the '

reaction came about. Then, for the first and i

last time in her life, Lizzie had a violent fit of '

hysterics. (

Mrs. proposed to run for the hartshorn.
" Run for the devil! " growled Dr. Larsii ;

" why don't you say run for catnip tea? No.
send me up the brandy bottle, and then, madani,'
added he, lowering his oice, " go to your room,
and pray God that, as he has spared this nigat, ]
so he may continue to spare to us sinful morula
one of His most beloved and most exalted
angels; " with which words, he incontinently
thrust her out of the room, and bolted the door
behind her. i

The night slipped by, and Lizzie's nervous-
ness subsided into a low sobbing weakness, out
of which she could still smile her thanks to
Viim Thf-n sratintr himself hpeidp hpr. and

every now and then administering stimulants,he
took her hand in his, and chafed it gently while
he talked. That night Lizzie learned to wonder,
indeed, at this man, who, with all his rudeness
and bitterness, yet retained such a true and
hearty and tender soul, for he shdwed her the
depths of his heart, and let her see what despair
and desolation ruled there. It was a sad story,
which he pictured as Rembrandt would hsve
done.how he loved and trusted^ and how a

friend came and stole his pearl, even from his
grasp.stole it, and cast it out to the swine.

" And what became of her ? " asked Lizzie.
" She did not die so?"

" Oh, no ; I found her before that, and I read
to her a chapter or two.about Christ in the
temple, you know, when they would have stoned
the poor devil.and I really believe she got to
understand it, and see the grand, mysterious
i -r L _r .1 j a _A
ucauij ui iij uciurc iuc cuu uttuitr, aiiu uicu,
I made her coffin, and dug her grave, and
buried her with my own hands, Lizzie. I will
how you where she rests, some tiihe, when you
are strong enough."

" You did not kill him. Seek vengeance"
" No.there was not time. She did that."
"She killed him?"
44 Yes.she was too pure for him. Her purity,

as it were, stuck in his throat, and strangled
him. He got to drinking soon after that, and.
I let him sJone. He was a handsome fellow,
but his corpse was a hideous one.!1

" His corpse ? "

"Yes; he jumped into the river in a fit of
delirium tremens, and his body Was not recoveredfor thirty-six hours. I was demonstrator
of anatomy when they brought him into the
theatre, and I dissected him. I think that the
first lecture I gave the class over his body was
the best one I ever delivered. You f i'ou
would have dug his grave, too, and wept >ver

it, and planted roses at its head; Of cotrse.
But you and I are different, you know, Litzie.
You are all right, now.your pulse is beautful.
I am going to send the little girl in to fanyou
to sleep.and you must lie abed 411 day to-nor
row, or until I come. Good night."
When Oscar returned, Lizzie was as Well

again as when he had left: her, and her mile
was brighter than ever. Larsh was in her
room when he came, and she bade him nke
his'departure while she talked with Oscar, ohe
had only a few words to say, ana he needmot
be alarmed.she was not going th become Nervousany more. The Doctor frowaed, shoo! his
fist at Oscar, and left the room. She nede
Oscar place himself at her feet again, and, put
ting her hand npon his head, said :

" Yon must remain perfectly qfciet, and fear
me out, without any interruption, for I am fery
nervous, brother "

" Brother 1" echoed he, with impetuous rejectionof the word. / j
u There.you are disobeying me already] Be

C'et now. Brother, I say, with a full senW of
meaning aod limitations of the word^-no
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more, no less. Hush.hear me out, I did nottell you all last week, for I wished to able tomake reparation at the same time that I confessedthe injury. I did not only hear you name
Linda, Oscar, while the fever was on you. One
day, there came some one, a lovely young girl,and I know she is good as she is lovely.she
came to see you.to learn how you were.to
nurse you. Poor Oscar ".he had bounded as
if he was shot, and now was hiding his face in
her lap. "She came to see you, but she onlysaw me, and I treated her very badly, without
any pity for her, her distress, her grief, her
love."

" Love ! " cried he, grovelling at her feet, yetnot daring to consult her eyes." Yes, love, Oscar. I sent her away. I told
her I was your betrothed, that to nurse youwas my place, that she had no business there.So she went away. Be tranquil, Oscar, and
hear rac out.perhaps the end will not seem so
bad to you."

" The end t " cried he, trembling, eager.u Yes.the end.put your face down again,brother; your eyes sparkle, and I would rather
not have you look at me. Yes, the end.youdo not think I would let it end ao, do you ?
Well, when I was sick, I came to my right mindabout it; and the other day Doctor Larsh found
out where this Linda was, and, in compliancewith my request, took me to see her, for I
wanted to apologize to her for my cruelty and
rudeness."

" God bless jou, Lizzie.God bless you I "
cried he, with his face still buried in her lap." Stop.you must not interrupt me now, upou
any consideration. Well, Oscar, I went into
the house, and I found the young lady, lying in
bed, not ill, but quite pale and faint, as if she
had been in great trouble. How she blushed,and how pretty she looked, when I went towards
her ! I think she was a little afraid of me at

:e t x.?i.i '
"i«i «i i wa» a icrriDie someDoay maeea ;but when I bent over and kissed her, she took
me about the neck with both arms, and held
me to her, so that I conld not help loving her.
Hush 1 you must not dare utter a word, now!
Well, she and 1 talked together for some time,until we quite understood each other, and I
came to know her for the sweetest, loveliest,
truest, best of girls I ever met. By and by we
spoke of you, and she began to cry.hush.and so did I, Oscar, and wo had a good cry of
it together, after which we felt a great deal better.Then she showed me a note you had writtento her.a note that told me how true you
were, Oscar, and how heroic in your self denial.andafter that, we began to plan together.Of course, I knew exactly what was to be done.
the only thing possible, under the circumitances.butshe was a little intractable at first,like a young woman, wishing to sacrifice her
happiness for the sake of others, so that I had
loine trouble to convince her that it was better
to make three people happy, by my method,.han to persevere in her purpose, which would
be sure to result in the entire wretchedness of
ill three. At last I called in Dr. Larsh, and
with his aid brought her to view the matter in
i proper light. The note you wrote to her, she
jave to m«, and I shall always keep it, Oscar.
et me read it over again.it does me good, I
think, by giving me such a feeling of pride in
foa : 1 Linda, / had a moment of madness, and
in that time I may have led you to think other-
rise of me than was true. If so, forgive me ;
for my shame tortures me enough, without the
idditional imnishment of uonr scorn. I milJ
lot say that time might not have ended in love
for you, for I was not less weak than blind; 1

lrut 1 am awake now, the spelt is gone, and J
\ave a sacred duty to discharge, which, by God's
ielp, shall also become a pleasure. Farewell I
ind think ofme no more. Oscar.' 1

" Do you know, m v brother, that that is a very
crave letter? Well, it is mine now.and. 1

itop I When she gave it to me, she took her '

cencil, and wrote a single line at the bottom. 1

3 --j u '» » (rvr vob (Ws.p :Linda*
" Go; she will tell you the rest."
Alas.he needed not a second bidding. As

iire in flax, so leaped up the flames or love,
lesire, joy, into his eyes. He sprang to his

i

'eet, he bent once his new lighted eyes upon ,

ler, gave her hand one hurried pressure, mur-
mured one " God bless you," and darted liom
;he room.

Lizzie let her head go back against the sup-
porting cushions, she flung a handkerchief over
:ier face, while a sort of sinking, whirling sen-
latiou seized upon her, and things began to
mingle like a rapid moving loom, whereon is a

many-hued woof. Hut suddenly the handkerchiefwas plucked away, a strident voice proclaimed:
" Theseus has fled, and Ariadne turns up her

aose at Bacchus ; so there is no help for it,
Lizzie, you're bound to be an old maid, and to
»e handed down to posterity as Aunt Betsy.
Phew! Ah! what's this? I'll never forgive
you, if you faint. Ho there, a fan, and some

Cologue 1"

Reader, you have seen my Heroine.
On this day, when she surrendered her love,

she began her real life.her life as a Sister of
Charity. Dr. Larsh w:is right; from that time
people began to know her as Aunt Betsy,"
and to think and speak of her as an " old maid."

It was not Dr. Larsh's fault that this so hap-
penea, ionnere is a weii-aumenticaiea iraaiuon
in the Malmstedt family, that he used to make
an offer to Miss Betsy of his hand and heart *

every six months, so long as he lived. Still,
though she rejected him, and he quarrelled at
her, they remained the closest friends, and it
was Aunt Betsy's own hand which, in his last
illness, not only smoothed his pillow, but took
from under it Plato, putting in its place the
New Testament.

Miss Betsy returned to the village, and remainedthere four or five years, until the death
of Mrs. Prynn. She did not witness Oscar's
marriage, but was present at the birth Oscar
Erik Malmstedt, jun., which young gentleman
she adopted as her heir, and had the happiness
of seeing win the highest honors at College.After Mrs. Prynn's death, she removed
to the city, and took a house near Oscar, reftietnrrVinwovpr tr» 11 xrc> Wtl/A kirn cncintr tViat
iU01"6» "v"v' J .

. jshe valued her own independence too much.
And here she was happy, (mark the word,)

until death summoned her.happy, useful, he
loved. What more could she ask ?
And Oscar ? If I chose to mention his right

name, there would be no need to speak furtner
of him. Few men are more eminent.none
more honored, and, though the frosts of age
have sapped his vigor, he feels that he shall
till live in his children and grandchildren.
The end is not a bad one, you see; but remember,it required an Abraham to build that

altar npon Mount Moriah.

The Savannah Republican publishes the following,exposing a precious piece of rascality
on the part of some individual, whose name it
does not give. There is no greater scamp than
he who, under the guise of philanthropy, swindlesthe victim of his confidence ; and the case

here mentioned is one of the most aggravated.
Why not mention the name, if the story is a

true one ?
14 Sharp, Very..A negro man who purchased

his freedom went to New York State, and by
risrid economy saved *600, which he intrusted
to &q Abolition lecturer, to go to Delaware and
bay his oldest daughter. The lecturer was

overcome cn his charitable errand by a fair
daughter of the State of Delaware, whom he
married, and then pocketed the $600 given to
him by the negro. This is about as iar as it is
possible to make money out of it."

Gem. Taylor's Mansion.. The plain old
mansion at Baton Rouge, La., long the residenceof Gen. Taylor, was recently torn down.
It was an old house. When the Fort of Baton
Rouge was taken by the Spaniards under Don
Bernardo de Galvez, in 1779, it was the residenceof CoL Dixon, the English commander.
It was suddenly occupied by the Spanish commander,and, more recently, by the family of
the hero of Bueaa Vista.
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In that sad autumn month of 1857, whenthe commercial panic had reached its height,and when New York city seemed the central
vortex of disaster.not only ot the UnitedStates, but of the civilized world.there were
two occurrences in singular contrast with the
frightfully excited state of the public mind.To the tew who had the heart to look out of
doors, out of doors never looked more lovely.The air was balmy and of delightful temperature, the sky was cloudless, the sunsets beautiful,and never, since the world began, threw a
more gorgeous hue over mountain and forest
of the American landscape. We confess to
some sympathy with that gloomy state of the
public mind.not that we had any golden argosyin stocks or shares which weut down.
yet there was the coining winter, and, possibly,
wan cheeks and supperless "beds to those dearer
than life. But, whatever gloom we felt was one
day suddenly dissipated by the glorious " out
of daora," which had smiled and beckoned us

many a day unheeded, and which, now no longer
to be kept aloof, told us of the goodness us
well as the glory of the Almighty. We thoughtthen, and we think now, that had the men of
God, instead of improviug that dark hour with
pictures of darker sins and darker vengeance,and a more fearful judgment to come, had theysimply pointed to the earth yielding her abundance,and to the air charged with health, and
to the sky filled with the smile of God, and
said to their alarmed people, " Peace, be still!"
there would soon have been an end of all panic.Cheerfulness would have resumed her sway;anA o u L » 1

lumuj 4* gio»c nuuiu utivs jrtJi ri'inaineu

unfilled, and the sadder gates of our institu-
tions for the insane would now hold some thousandsfewer within their portals.The other occurrence was in doors. While
men in Wall street surged to and fro under impulsesthey no more understood and could no
more govern than the iron waves in the howl- ;

ing storm ; while men in Broadway and other
streets adjacent.the masters suddenly arrested
in their golden dreams of enormous profit, and
the workmen sadly folding up their implementsof labor ; and while the poor, frantic with an
unknown dread, rushed to the savings banks,*
or gathered in bread mobs in distant parks inthe midst of this social hurricane, there was
one house in Broadway, in which men dailygathered, and matters went on

" Calm as a summer'? sea,"
the very centre of the vortex, yet calm as a
moonlit pool, so deeply embayed in mountains,that no breath of air could reach it.a landlockedhaven, in which whoever entered, however
storm-riven or care-crushed, became calm and
still, and hung up his votive offerings to the <jniusloci; which was neither music, nor dancing,
nor dice, nor wine, nor opium, nor lotus, nor
hasheesh, bnt simply Chess! the immortal
game, painted as played on the inside of the
tomb of Nevotp, the Egyptian, 3,000 year*B. C. ;t but who can paint it as played at Don
adi's rooms in Broadway, in the year of grace1857?
We have said that " out of doors " dissipated

uur gloom at that date; but in doors.this inloorswas an accessory cloud-dispeller. We
' got" there after this wise : " Years ago, in the
sarly months of our still persistent honeymoon, I
purchased a pretty but lragile set of chessmen,and aided by an old copy of" Walker," and the
aew Jrau, made some little progress in chess,until little fingers grew up round the table, and
made a general smash of knights, pawns, and
ooks, and little cares of another kind interfered I
with further proficiency. And it is good testi- f
mony in favor of the game, that when knight and
>awn so went to the bad, no harsh nor unkind C

word was uttered against their young destroy '
irs, the chubby fingers were not rapped, uor '

-* l 1 Ti _ , !r
middle ages, breaking the chess board" on the
skull of his conqueror; and I have seen the '
wild Fylbel aim a sudden blow at a little French
man, who recklessly swept the men off the board
when Fyl was about to " mate " an opponent. q

My description of the game attracted some
friends to buy board and book ; and in a little
while, Fylbel, the Downings, one of the Reasons,
and an occasional jew pedlar.who insisted on

taking the king, (the atrocious regicide!) with
the preliminary exclamation, "cheat fie koe
ni'j".formed as clumsy a set of chess players
as could be hunted up. The appearance of
Staunton's Chess-l'layers' Hand Book was an
era in our progress, although months were
wasted in discussing the laws of the game by
that born causidicua, who now presides over
the Sea-Girt House at Newport. In course of
time, we became decent players.
So the year 1857 found us. It was some relief,

looking at the daily papers, to turn from the
failure of A, B, A Co., for $150,000, and from
the suspension of specie payments by the banks,
except the glorious old Chemical, to the unruffledproceedings of the first American Chess
Congress, then in session, admission for the
week, to lookers-on, one dollar. But that dollar?
Was it prudent, with bank account at low water,
and slim prospect of a flow, and on the edge of
a long winter, with others dependent, was it
prudent so to bestow.to throw away.a dollar?After hearing counsel before ourself three
whole days, we held a family council with "die
frau," who at once decided that we must go.
And "went" we did. And the officers of the
Chess Congress, with nobler instincts of gentlementhan the New York Academy of Medicine,Jdid not hesitate or refuse to admit a

negro, even with the high-bloods from the South
in their midst, and the danger of the dissolution
of the Union before their eyes.

Having seen their portraits in Frank Leslie, '

we instantly singled out Paulsen and his great
antagonist, and a little skillful elbowintr found
us seated beside their board. There was Louis
Paulsen, with his vast head, sanguine temperament,but coarse fibre, indicating his rough,
almost pure-Bersekir blood; and as we gazed
at Morphy, with his fine, open countenance,
brunette hue, marvellous delicacy of fibre,
bright, clear eyes, and elongated submaxillary
bone, a keen suspicion entered our ethnological
department that we were not the only Carthaginianin the room. It might only be one drop,
perhaps two.God only knows how they got
there.but surely, beside the Tria-mvlattin who
at present writes, there was also a Hekata-mu-
lattin in that room I

It was the old combat between C<rur de Lion
and the Saladin. How strange that the Orient
and the Occident should yet war! Paulsen.
huge, massive, ponderous; Morphy.slight, elegant,yet swift as lightning.
The game was about half through, so far as

the number of moves were concerned. Paulsen
hesitated, clasped his hands, leaving out the
two long fore-fingers, which he laid firmly on
the edge of the board.counted over the five or
six possible moves of his opponent, and then.
evidently knew something more would follow.
but what? You could almost see him think;
at length, with a peculiar flourish of his arm,
he seizes a pawn, and moves. With scarcely a

moment's hesitation, with his eyes for an instant
bent on the board, Morphy raises his arm as if
to strike, and throws a piece right in the way of
his antagonist. Another long, long pause, the
hands again clasped: " why, take the piece,
man," is on everybody's unopened lips; yet
Paulsen pauses, again clasps his hands, and for
nearly half an hour pores over the board ; he
does not take the proffered piece, but offers one
of equal value ; then something akin to electri-

It wa« a marked instance of "foitk," that while the
colored people of New York had over a million of dollars
in savings banks, scarce one of them vn seen in the
crowd who made this " twn " oil thoae institution*.

t Bunsen, Egypt's Plaee in Universal History, vol. ii,
p «e.

t A month or two after the organization of the New
York Academy of Medicine, the writer of this, at the requestof the late Dr. Bliss, and Dr. Tones, seat his name,
with these gentlemen as vouchers, as an appicant for J
membership. It was daJy referred to the proper commit ,
tee, who sent their chairman, the venerable l>r Francis,
with a letter, acknowledging the fnllness of the creden-
tials, a«d even phasing an encomium on the applicant, yet
respect/ally reqaesang him to withhold his application
fur the present, lest It might interfere with the " harmr.ny "

of the yoeng institution. This ho did on conditions w. ich
the committee and the Academy took the earliest oppoi-
tunlty ftoffMUy to tolM* J
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city flashed through and out of Morphy, thecalm white forehead " pleated up," his arm
raised, he swiftly moves; and, as if caught withthe same impulse, Paulsen moves instantly;then, for a few seconds, there is a click, click,click.a move each second.percussion-caps,rifles, cauuons, grape, cannister, the clash ofswords.end then all is still. Flushed with the
struggle, Paulsen looks up to see why the othersits calm and cold as an icicle ; Paulsen glancesagain at the board, and sees mute for himself
three or four moves off!

Surely, thought we, chess is a question of
magnetism; given, a fair parity in skill betweentwo players, and the more powerfullymagnetic will sway and couquer the will of tbe
less magnetic, and force him into moves accordingto his will. We had tried this often,directly,.with the susceptible engraver, P. H. 11..and once, in a reflex manner, with J. S., otProvidence. In this latter instance, he beingthe less practiced player, but of impressible
nerves, by fixing our attention on the board at
the same moment with him, and marking out
the best move against us, he invariably made
that move, and won; per contra, while, in anjthergame, we made moves, and then looked
*way ; ignored the board until he had moved ;jnmagnetized, the termination of the game was
speedily Jiiui
How, then, did Paulsen, with his superiormagnetism, and not very inferior skill, fail to af-

iet-1 morpnyr the moment that Morphy com
pleted a move, he threw the whole Ward away
:roiu his attention.brushed away magnetism,
10 to speak.often went off to the other eud of
he room, and had to be summoned thence to
reply to Paulsen's move.* And it was veryevident that the study of the former was not atill in relation to what Paulsen icould move,Out in regard to the possible moves and combinations,"embracing from twelve to twentymoves, and their twelve times twelve, and
twenty times twenty of possible inter-combinations.
This whirl of permutation, with accurate resultsin each of thousands of combinations, evilentlypasses through Mcrphv's mind in like

manner as in Zerah Colburn and other arithmeticalprodigies; addition, subtraction, multidieation,and the square root, are performedwith the rapidity and accuracy of Mr. liabbage'smachine. So that for any one less gifted in
his peculiar power than Morphy to attempt to
day with him, is like one man at the brake of
i fire-engine, striving to play the same againstmother worked by steam ; or, more accurately,
or au ordinary adept to endeavor to count, in-
crest with Zerah Colburn, or the negro prodigy 1

ecently announced in Alabama. <

This leads us to inquire, what is chess ? Is it a 1

surely intellectual exercise, affording scope '

ind improvement and test of the mental facul-
ies? or is it a physico-intellectual exercise, en- <

raging muscular as well as brain work? What 1
acuities does it call into exercise ? The eve \ind fingers, the muscles of the arm, and the
nuscles oWhe orbit, the peculiar power of see- '

ng the mrt in their places, and of seeing men (
hat are in their places as if they were not there,
jut elsewhere, and others, or blanks, where '
hey actually arc.a sort of physical reticence 1

ind imagination ucting at one and the same
noment.such is one phase of chess exercise.
S'apoleon planned his battles on large maps,with pin-beads iudicating the whereabouts of
»ach corps, division, and even brigade. He '
noved the pins about as his thought required, 1

ind thus completed his plan. But your chess-
slayer must go through this preliminary fight 1
vithout touching map or pin; he must.most
lifficult reticence.keap hands off until he '
nakes a complete survey of the men and the '
leld ; and when he once touches a man, it must '
>e moved beyond recall. This requires a stretch ^
if attention very exhausting, nav, almost im
>ossible to some minds; it is the faculty which 1

ihrenologists term " continuity," which is the
esult,for the most part, of training, sometimes '

jlav depends on the lack of this faculty. U. *

r. D., for example, makes the most vigorous 1

ittaeks of any of thorn, hut, after the twelfth or \
lixteenth move, hia attention is exhausted, and '

lorae careless move makes him an easy prey to '

t less vigorous opponent. In hia case, ihis
allure in attention, or contiuuitv, t » confinal to
'tis chess plot/; in business, or in public move-

nents, in which he is deeply interested, he is 1

onstant, persistent, and steadfast as a sleuth
icund. This would seem to indicate that his '

jerceptive faculties are deficient, or are easily
vearied over the chessboard. /'<r contra, 1

unoug these friends, P. H. H., the »ngraver, is :

he only one who plays an even, unflagging
?ame throughout: indeed, as many have found
to their chagrin, plays the better end game, the
worse his chances appear to be. His perceptive
faculties are trained by his employment, and
rather improve than weary by continuity of exercise.
Another amateur, W. C. I., is a most inter

esting study at the chess-board. He has tine per
ceptive faculties, is a splendid boxer, of quick,
strong, combative temperament, and of full
physical imagination. He makes the most
beautiful combinations we ever saw on the
chess-board ; they seem as hrilliaat as fireworks;but he loses almost every game, not
from breaking down of his continuity or attention,so much as from an incurably mercurial
disposition, which leads him to forsake a sound
move for one apparently more brilliant, but
less safe. This gentleman bought a mare the
3tber day, which, in twenty four hours, kicked
three wagons to pieces, and threw him out each
time ; of course, instead of getting rid of her,
be is " bound " to break her, it will be u such a

splendid feat."
From the nature of the faculties which it

calls into play, we regard chess as a physical
is well as intellectual exercise, requiring muscularwork as well as brain work. Cricket, bil
liards, chess, rise from the physico-intellcctnal
to the intellectuo-physical; and chess, billiards,
cricket, reverse the order. Lookers-on at cricketfeel the blood rush, the muscles clench, and
& " hurra " escaping from the lips. Lookers on

it billiards tell me that to see Phelan play
affords the Tiighest possible physical enjoyment,f Lookers-on at chess feel their muscles
twitching, their fingers clasping and moving
imaginary men, ana their heads aching when
the game is done.
Another reason why we regard chess less as

an intellectual than a physical exercise consists
in the fact, that the highest eminence in chess
is attained before the age of full intellectual
development. In our American Chess Con-
gress, the champions of the champions were

very young men.Morphy twenty, and Paulsen
twenty-three or four. McDonnell, Staunton,
Harrwitz, Stanley, all won their laurels in their
early days. The best chess-players on record,
in like manner, had attained their eminence
while under thirty years of age ; while the humanintellect is not at its full development untilbetween the thirty-fifth and forty-fifth year
nf the individual. And if chess-playiDg max-

iinum occurs bffrrre the intellectual maximum,
it follows that chess is not a purely intellectual
exercise. Furthermore, a man's force in chess,
like his physical power or force, diminishes afterhe is thirty years of age. Yankee Sullivan
at forty three, some eighteen years after he had
passed his physical maximum, was no match
for his own equal, aged twenty-five ; hence the
years told in Tom Hyer's favor. In like man

ner, Mr. Stanley, who, at twenty-two, had won
a match against Mr. St. Amant, in New Orleans,was but a third rate player at forty years
of age ; and the real excuse for Mr. Staunton,
in declining to play with Morphy, was, that he
bad passed his maximum chess-playing age
some twenty years ago, and could not be expected,an old man, to acauit himself as if he
had been a young one. I will take to my
work, let the young gentleman take to his j

Morphy, en meeting a new nmponin of first class.
fenerally loses the Hru gam*. He then tut by the board,
»nd is tinder the magnet.tm of bis opponent Ten rainjtesrr flection, after the game is over,show* nim his own
Talse play, and the strength of his adversary; in after
raxnet he deserts the board and play as soon as be has
moved.and wins.

t Probably that sense of pieass re from muscular move
menu annoanced by Iirowa, in bis Lectures on the Philosophyof the Human Mind; P«f«* tM.1W. Qlasg.
LW.
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was really a truthful and adequate rea-
son lor declining to play; but "why not say
this before?" say the critics. Because, ou

practicing, as he doubtless did, in private, Mr.
Staunton discovered that hi9 chess skill was
dulled to his own apprehension, his chess muscleshad lost tbeir wonted fire and lubricity in
the (/ambit. Au rente what a stupid piece of
red republicanism it is, in the midst of the
nineteenth ceutury, to expect a king, even of
chess, to throw away his crown wittingly, beforeau unknown cavalier, however preux!

In relation to the higher faculties which it
calls into exercise, chess affects less the pure
reasoning powers than is usually taken for
granted. Classed as a division of mathematical
study, it belongs to the arithmetical rather than
the transcendental department of mathematics ;
it is no higher than permutation. All possible
moves of a given number of pieoes can be
summed up in an intelligible line of figures
less than a yard long. The objection, therefore,of the great bcotch metaphysician to
mathematics, as a means of mental development.thatthey lead to only positive results,
as in a grooved track.applies with double force
to chess, which calls into exercise one of the
lower branches of mathematics only.
A great deal has been said about invention

in relation to chess-playing, and a London
newspaper especially lauds the inventive genius
r.f \l, vr .,.i... If . ~r i.. - .
v> Kwi|/uj. ii uui now m nw peculiar
power be the correct one, then there is no inventionin his play* All the possible combinationsof the moves before hiui appear to his
mind as clearly as K. p. to K. 4 to an ordinaryplayer; and troni what he tees, he selects the i
best play. It is about as much invention as is
exercised by a natural arithmeticiau, in announcing,in a minute, a difficult result in interestfor days.no more. Besides, this gentlemam.thevery best of known living chess-players.seemssingularly deficient in even the
moderate degree of invention which can be
predicated of chess. We have the Evans Gambit,the Scotch Gambit, the Muzio Gambit, Ac.,Ac., but we have not yet the Morphy Gambit,
nor is there in print more than one very commonplaceproblem by our modern chess king. \

But the problems 1 Do not they require invention!It'they do, it is invention of no higher jcharacter, and requiring no greater powers, than
to construct certain figures with a Chinese puzzle; and a first-rate problem-composer is seldom,if ever, a first-class player.
These views of the status of chess-playingreceive confirmation from the fact that first-cl&sa

chess-players have seldom, if ever, distinguishedthemselves in the higher departments of thought I
t>r invention. Mr. Buckle, the author of "Civilizationin England," may be adduced as an

?xception ; he was, fifteen years ago, among the
most eminent chess players in Europe ; he sud- .

ienly gave up chess-playing, betook himself
to study, and his admirable volume ia the first
Vuits of fifteen years of intense application,t'et, while he betrays an extent of reading f
v than that ac\ nAmnAnoU» i«v-» vuiaia VUM1 WW |/W.MpVUO»J OilUVUUVCU UJBibbon, and while strong common sense and
seen observation are abundantly manifest in (
his work, there is lacking the bold graspmd deep insight which we find in Hume and
Sir Jauies iiackintosh, and even in Dumas.
Mr. Buckle lets us into the secret of his shortcomings,moreover, in the following sentence :
" Whoever will take the pains fairly to estimate 4
the present condition of mental philosophy must t
i'linit that, notwithstanding the influence it has
ilways exercised over some of the most powerfulminds, and through them over society at \
arge, there is, nevertheless, no other study which »
las been so zealously prosecuted, so long coninued,and yet remains so barren of results'. "
Barron of results! Shades of Locke, Male- 1
jranche. Berkeley. Duirnld Stewart. Reid.
Brown, Cousin, aud Sir William Hamilton!
Jf course, Mr. Buckle is an ardent admirer of
Auguzte Compie, and fifteen years of purely jitcrary labor lias not raised him above the in'>fj^B_ch^aboard,
s better in-door entertainment than cards,
>r dice, or lager-bier; it baa been well said that
t does not lead to gambling. It has the poai
:ive merit of improving the tone of manners
ind of cultivating the power of attention. In
ooking at Morphy and Paulsen, in 1857, we
were struck with the evident purity of both t

hese young men. Neither presented the
ileared eyes, .shaking rands, nor nervous

remor, which a four hours sitting would betray
n nine-tenths of our young meu of the city;
hey were plainly in perfect physical condition,
rud all their faculties were clear aud in full
iiouest exercise. And so must the devotees of
;he»s keep themselves, or they will inevitably
lose rank as chess-players.

From Cnlliurn's New Monthly.
THE MIDDLE HOME CELESTIAL.
Few persons who can reflect on the highly

interesting and elevating subject of the probableuses in the creation'of the vast myriads of >

heavenly bodies which we sec, during our hours
of darkness, sparkling in the distant firmament
above, and which we know, by the calculations
and discoveries of astronomers, to be spread
over the illimitable universe, can entertain tho
narrow-minded, irrational idea, that all those
visible und invisible globes are mere matter,
floating in space, unemployed and uninhabited,
while our little planet alone has been selected
by the Almighty for the abode of intellectual
beings.

This idea is the embodiment of self-conceit,
vain glory, and presumption.' For, though we

are told in the Scriptures that man is made
" lower than the angels," we are nowhere assuredthat no intellectual beings except man
have ever been imbued with life ; and we have
no warrant to pronounce that u these vast luminarieswere called into existence for no other
purpose than to throw a tide of useless splendor
over the solitudes of immensity. * i

Such is not, and has not been, the opinion of
the greatest, the wisest, and the best. Many

'

Christian philosophers and astronomers, as well
as learned divines, have declared their belief in '
the theory of the son, moon, and stars, being
each and all inhabited worlds, or in prepa
ration to receive inhabitants. " Faith," says
one of these philosophers, whose grasp of mitid
may well claim influence, even for his speculationson this lofty theme. " faith associates
with these bright abodes the future fortunes of
immortal and regenerated man. It places there
the loved and the lost; it follows them into
celestial bowers ; "t and genius brings the
charm of poetry to shed a bale of beauty around
the mystic scenes, which imagination fails to

portray:
Tie re is a place. where spiiits come,

llriieatli the shiine o live,
A mystic olaee, * middle home,
Which Clod lo tbem dolh pve.

vvhai mortal fancy can disclose
The aeerei of their weird repose ?
It i* a quietness more deep
Than deadest «woon. rr deepest sleep,
A slumber fill! of glorious dreams,
Of n aeio sound*, and rroken gleams
On.side the walls of Heaven."

CnUniwi In ita Inflistl Utrof -K MinnAl

erae the " trackless vacancy'! which lies beyond
our earth, intervening between it and the distantorbs which illumine the vast vault ofheaven;
yet fancy, when uncontrolled by sober reason,will sometimes dare to wing ita flight to
them. Who knows, when its material frame ia
sunk in that which we call sleep, whether the
spirit wanders or not, and how, and where ? >
Enchanting mu|ic has been heard, and beautifulobjects have been seen, in dreams ; and it
is a vision of strange scenes obtained daring a

trance, consequent on extreme illness and debility,that we arc about to relate.
A lady, still youthful, though not a mere girl,

who was i'ond of star-gazing, without having the
least pretensions to astronomical knowledge,
and who was enabled to indulge her taste, as
"he lived in a tropical climates, where the clearnessof the atmosphere and the beauty of the
nights are favorable to star-gazing, was once
seized with a dangerous illness. The fever and
headache baffled all the usual remedies; mustardplasters, blisters, cupping, were all resorted
to in vain, and the poor young woman lay ap

Dr. Chalmers's Ast'tnomlcal Discounts.
t Jt*« Worlds itan Ont. Br Si* Dsvid 3*vw»isr. 1
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